
HYMN XXV. 

M I R T II. 


*T F you arc merry fing away, 

And touch the organs Tweet; 
This is the Lord s triumphant day. 
Ye children in the galLries gay, 
Shout Tiom’cach goodly feat. 


It 
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It fhall be May to-monw’s morn, 

A field then let us run, 

And deck us in the blooming thorn, 

Soon as the cock begins to warn, 

And long before the fun. 

III. 

I give the praife to Chrifi: alone, 

My pinks already flicw; ^ 

And my ftreak’d rofes fully blown. 

The fweetnefs of the Lord make known. 
And to his glory grow. 

IV. 

Ye little prattlers that repair 
Forcowfiips in thc-mcad, 

Of thofe exulting colts beware, 

But blythe fecurity is there, 

Where (kipping lambkins feed. 

Widi 






